48	AMONG THE BEDOUINS
He was delighted, but there was no solemn unction or
fervor in his pleasure. On the contrary! With a happy
laugh, he shouted for Mansour, who was occupied with
something outside the tent. The black and five or six
others came to see what it was about.
"I have discovered that my brother is a true believer/3
cried Mitkhal, which was his sincere way of looking at it;
nor had I any wish to gainsay him. He did not feel that
he had "converted" me or that I had turned renegade to
another faith. He simply felt that I was by nature a
Moslem.
Then, for the rest of the evening, whenever one of the
men who hadn't heard it entered the tent, Mitkhal had me
repeat the simple formula, "There is no god but God, and
Mohamet is his prophet."
Mansour, for his own amusement, I think, rather than
with any idea of its value to my soul, was for having me
immediately taught the prayers and rituaL Mitkhal
seemed to think this was neither desirable nor necessary.
He carefully taught me to say, "Bismillah el rahman
el rahhim [In the name of Allah, the Merciful, the Com-
passionate]" and recommended that I should repeat it
when in danger or on the eve of any important action.
Next day Mitkhal presented me with a gift which I
still keep—a hollow amulet of heavy silver, in shape and
size like a lump of Domino sugar, containing an actual
copy of the entire Koran, in Arabic characters so tiny that
they can be distinguished only with the aid of a micro-
scope. The lid was held in place with a thin streak of
solder, which was cut open to show me the tiny, precious
volume, and resealed with the end of a knife-blade used

